thirty years ago on the island of rota carver and craftsman thomas duenas mendiola gave my father two hand-carved model canoes with hand-woven sails : a galaide and a sakman?the canoes remained on display in our house on guam and i used to day dream journeys across the pacific with my lego men as sailors?today i called my dad and asked him how he packed the canoes to ship them to California when we moved here fourteen years ago?he said i broke down the sail from the mainframe?the hull?then i folded the sail against the body and wrapped in some cloth?but i was too afraid to ship them because they might break?you remember how all our pictures we shipped the glass frames broke?i was afraid of that?and mr mendiola sold many canoes on his ranch to all the rich Japanese?the canoes were too valuable you know?many people have offered me money for them but there is no price for them to me?they are even carved from a special wood?i forget the name?but it's the same one they used to make the actual galaide and sakman?so i cut up some cardboard boxes we were using to ship things and i made a special box for each canoe?with the outrigger sticking out of my hand-made box so i could use it as a handle?even on the airplane i didn't check it in baggage but i carried it on?iput one under the seat in front of me and one under the seat in front of you?you don't remember? is remembered the counting?the repeating?the paddle digging the ocean?to pull to fly?"hacha hugua tulufatfat lima" in rhythm?so close to the deep water?so close to the passing matson cargo ship arriving?its wake disappearing our own will we ever grow accustomed will we wake will we disappear into 
